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W. H. WEBSTER

untitled
he caught a mouse
in his cookie box
and, inasmuch as
it was winter
he sealed the box
(with the mouse inside)
grinning placed it
outside the window.
so slow
ly
the mouse
froze
to
death.

i

2 weeks later
he remembered.
naturally,
because it was
unsightly he
brought the box back
inside and threw it
in the trash can
and never once
checked to see if
the mouse was still
inside.
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The Cracker Soldier
From his father's red clay cotton farm
In Georgia, the army ordered him to Texas
For the training that would build in him
A better man. They taught him how to march
And how to fire a rifle and the
Correct military procedure for killing
Cigarettes and the thousand other
Things the Army does so well.
And because he was a tall strong farm boy
Who had never backed out of a fight
In his life and because his father
Needed the extra money for seed
And because, according to the tests,
He had a special aptitude for
Electronics, he let the Army
Ship him to a Special Forces School.
Apart from general instruction in
Marksmanship, self-defense, explosives and
First aid, he specialized in radios
Becoming, as the brochure said, proficient
In the prestiguous communications field.
The Army had made good their pledge;
The Cracker learned a useful trade
To support himself in later life.
But to receive a good return on their
Investment they shipped him to Veitnam
Where he was gainfully employed as an
Advisor. He was happy teaching native
Troops how to work a radio and mailing
Portions of his paycheck home for cotton seed
And learning, from his Captain's lectures,
That he was keeping peace in the world.
5

Patrolling quietly through a blacked-out rice
Paddy he stepped on a dung-daubed bamboo
Stake and his involuntary cry caused
A fear-soaked conscript to fire at it.
He had been taught too well and the Cracker,
Cut in half, fell face down in the foreign mud.
But the survivor's check for seed keeps coming
To his father's red clay cotton farm
in Georgia.

Tough as Leather
Four pieces of pebbled leather
beginning to peel at the ends,
scuffed, scratched and bleeding air
lay in the ditch behind.
the broken Dead End sign.
Two shoes, endorsed by a famous end,
the laces ripped and the soles split,
a calloused cop kicked, ("They'll never mend.")
into the ditch behind
the broken Dead End sign.
One black cop car, it's red light flashing,
and a bright green fastback blocked the scene
as the rest of the team arrived laughing
then stopped when the neighbors stared at them,
all too shocked to ask child questions.
They saw the mother there,
tired and tense, (quick-smile-Agnes),
they watched the father stare,
stern and still, (just-call-me-Bill.)
They never played their game,
the rest of the team,
and they never forgot how his father
always said he was as tough as leather.
6

MICHAEL KIRCHBERGER

Two Poems
i
A silky wind caresses your hair,
Softly teasing the ends
Into the air, where they seem to reach
Reach for more of the breeze's
Warm breath.
The cool grass also receives
The wind's offering
As the short blades sway joyfully,
Playfully,
Knowing full well that
Green turns brown and dies
Almost as quickly as
BroWns turns gray.
II
The sum of existence
Is not how or why rain falls
But that it does
Not that it has fallen once
And may fall again
But that the drops splash
As they land in puddles
That they trickle down a smiling face
That they soak the once hard earth
To betray the presence
Of past human steps.
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EDWARD J. EDAHL

The Young Mr. Hyde

A lone figure trudged along the wet black highway, listening to
the rushing sound within the hood of his rain slicker. The occasional
street lights shining through the overhanging trees laced the tar with
a variety of shadows, long and thin, short and twisted. The shapeless,
heavy shadows he avoided because they were the puddles created by
the wet southern winter rain. In the distance, a car approached, and
the figure raised his head from its slightly inclined position. His
glance was disinterested; as the car passed in a wet whirr of tires on
pavement, he returned to his thoughts.
The road and trees ahead began to lighten and he abruptly
straightened and turned around. The light came from a car which was
still several hundred yards away. He extended his black-gloved fist,
thumb up, and turned his head within the rubberized hood so that
is face remained in the shadow as the car came nearer. Then he
stood, feet wide apart, left hand in pocket, and waited.
When the car caught the rain-coated, blue-jeaned figure fully
m its lights, it slowed and came to a stop just past him. The figure
fumed and walked to the door. The left hand remained in his pocket
as he opened the car door with his right hand and slid in looking
straight ahead. The driver glanced at the hooded figure and stepped
on the gas; he was a young man, dressed in work clothes and wearing
a attered rain hat. Wet night, eh?" he said as the car gained speed.
hey were proceeding into the small town. The figure turned slowly
toward the driver so that his back was pressed against the door, at
e same time placing his left foot on the transmission hump. He
brought his left hand out of the raincoat and laid it along the top of
e front seat; in it he held a heavy automatic pistol. As the driver
turned again, he did not at first notice the pistol because, in the dim
!£ t from the dashboard, he could now see the figure's face.
9

Before the astonished man could speak, the figure nodded to
wards the next corner and said, "Turn left." They were so near the
corner that the man turned in dumb obedience; then, as his shock
changed to indignation he began to put on the brakes, "Are you
crazy?" he asked. The figure brought his pistol off the seat far enough
that the man could see it. "Keep going," he asked with no inflection
in his voice. The man released the brakes and stepped on the gas as he
saw the gun. He looked again at the child's mask peering out from
the rainhood in the shadowy light of the car; it was a rubber halloween mask, created after the fashion of a Hollywood Mr. Hyde. The
lines around the driver's mouth began to tighten as he returned his
eyes to the road. Then he asked in a strained voice, "Is this a joke?"
"Yes," the figure answered. They were now outside of the town, driv
ing slowly on a badly paved road. The man glanced anxiously at the
figure. "What do you want?" he asked, plainly becoming frightened
as they left the town. "Just the car." The man's hands, which were
both tightly clenched on the wheel, relaxed a little. The figure re
placed the hand with the gun in it along the back of the seat.
They rode in silence for another few minutes. The road was now
much narrower and winding, and covered with a hard-packed gravel.
Woods and underbrush came almost to the road on both sides, and
overhanging branches swished •vetly as the car brushed past them.
"Stop here," the figure ordered. The man stopped. "Turn out the
lights." The man turned them out. "Get out." The man turned
slightly towards the figure, hesitating, even as he dropped his left
hand off the steering wheel onto the door handle. The figure clicked
the automatic's safety off. In the quiet of the car, the sound was sharp,
and distinctly audible above the soft pattering of rain on the roof.
The man turned, his left hand already opening the door. As he turned,
the figure brought his left arm back across his body until it almost
touched the windshield. At the same time as the door opened and the
man bent his head to get out, the figure leaned toward the other side
of the car and brought the heavy butt of the gun down on the base
of the man's skull with all the force of his twisted torso and crossed
arm. The man tumbled onto the road and lay in an inert heap.
The figure slid over to the driver's seat and shut off the ignition.
Then, putting the gun back into his pocket, he got out, threw the man
over his shoulder, and carried him into the woods. The trees thickened
rapidly; wet leaves sunk soddenly under his now-heavy footsteps. As
soon as he was well into the woods, he bent over and deposited the
man in a sitting position against a tree. The man's head flopped
10

sleepily, his jaw slack. The figure leaned over the man and struck
the man savagely in the face. He hit with all his strength, being careful not to knock him off the support of the tree. He felt his supple
leather gloves tearing the flesh as they struck again and again. He
smashed the man's nose, feeling with satisfaction the fragile cartilage
break under his gloved fist. He listened to his blows strike as they
broke facial bones, teeth, then jaw. He began to strike more fiercely,
less carefully, and the man fell off the tree, his head now almost com
pletely crushed. The figure knelt beside the prone man and struck
frenziedly the man's chest, then belly, then groin. He tore the pistol
out of his pocket and continued to beat him, but now using only the
pistol which he held by the barrel. He crushed the man's throat with
the butt, then struck again the chest and belly, increasing his assualt
with the energy of madness. His breath came heavily now from the
exertion and he tore off his mask, now lashing the man's legs with
the gun. As he neared complete exhaustion, he raised the gun high
over his head and struck the man a final blow in the groin. As he
struck, the pistol fired and the ejection mechanism tore it from his
hand; the bullet ripped into his groin, and the force of its impact
rocked him sideways, where he lay with his face on the wet leaves,
feeling the terrific shock being replaced by a spreading wet warmth.
he rain pattered monotonously on his hood and he lost conscious
ness.
John burst from unconsciousness into wide-awake terror. His
whole body was drenched with sweat; every nerve stretched taut
and every muscle ached from exertion. As he lay still for a moment,
is body began to relax, and he became conscious of the sticky warmth
of his loins. "Again!" he said in anger. He rolled over the twisted
wreckage of his bedding to the reading lamp beside his bed and turned
d on. In the soft yellow light, his room appeared warm and cont
orting; the big chair was covered with his scattered clothing, the
walls displayed their various pennants and pictures, the small mobile
ung above his desk where he could idely agitate it while he dawdled
over his homework. John sat up in bed and tried to understand the
significance of the horrible beaten face which always lingered in his
rnind when he in terror. It made him ill to see it; yet, it was famil
iar to him because he had seen it so many times. "What is it? What
lS ^
He sat thinking, his back against the headboard and his arms
crossed. He had thought about it many times before and found no
answer. He found none now. His own body was no longer under his
(ontrol; he could not prevent the most disgusting betrayal of him11

self. At last, still thinking and slightly nauseous, he arose and walked
to the bathroom, carefully avoiding with his eyes the table on which
the lamp rested.
When he returned, he sat on the edge of the bed with his elbows
on his knees, stilt seeing the face of'the man as he stared at the rug
in front of him. He was still tingling from the terror which had
awakened him and which for the past weeks had made him almost
fearful of sleep. Turning finally to the bedside table, he picked up a
picture which gazed serenely from it. He studied it carefully, as
though he expected that it might have changed in the few hours since
he last looked at it. It was of a delicate and pretty girl with a small
smile, and it was signed in the lower corner, "Much Love, Carol."
As John held it in his hands, the face of the beaten man began to
fade. John thought of her dressed, as she usually was, in a white
dress. He was not in love with her, he worshipped her; she was his
whole conception of purity and beauty. He thought tenderly of the
time he had spent at her home, where they talked and played cards
and did their homework together. They got along perfectly, even
though they had known each other for only a few months. Her beauty
had not stained her with baseness; she had no desire to be mauled
in the dark, like many other girls. John respected her for that. As
he gazed at the picture, the face of the beaten man began to materi
alize again. He willed it away. "What if she ever finds out?" he won
dered. "She never will," he decided firmly. "No one will." He replaced
the picture and crawled back into bed, straightening the covers
before he turned out the light. "I'll see her tomorrow," he thought
as he turned over and wrapped the covers around him. "I can hitch
hike." He heard without noticing the chronic dripping of the bath
room tap; in a few moments he was asleep.
A lone figure trudged alone the wet black highway. Rain pat
tered softly on the hood of John's slicker as he saw the trees ahead
of him begin to lighten.
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D. WILLIAM TEDDER

Night

When the night sneaks back,
He walks like the guest
Who forgot his hat —
Not quite casual,
More than reticent,
A little grotesque
With apologies.
When that clown slips back,
Once again black-faced,
He unplugs the day
With his big gestures
Of sad innocence,
Pretends day was left,
And left him the floor.
But we see right through
That dark-eyed schemer
Who unhooks the sun
And forgets his hat,
Who never cares much
That his time will come,
That he'll soon give back
The same day he took.

13

CHRISTOPHER T. CONNELL

To Manhattan
i.
Steps echo on unstable stairs,
A knobless door opens, a broken window's raised
To throw out trash for rats on cops:
Paper garbage, holding built-in cares.
II.
He lost five million in the game
And said, "See you later, gang,"
And went to the BMT Downtown
And smiling, leapt lull length beneath the train.
III.
He disembarked; one small bag clutched in his hand.
He sought the glorious streets of gold
And found that concrete made the land.
IV.
The elevator hummed, and took him to the sky.
The room was plush, it hushed the biggest deal;
The sun from heaven beamed kindly down
And glared off glass and solid steel.

14
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JOHN MOFFITT

Selfishness
If I were to wonder
About a tree,
I'd think of it in terms
Of only me.
Then think of persons who,
Continually,
Think about trees in rhyme,
And in relation
To all Mankind —
Then, I'd
Discard the whole idea.

JOHN DENHAM SUTCLIFFE

(A Housmanian Wail)
Born I was a worthless lad,
But make we must the best of bad,
And dwell upon my honors small
That mightn't have been there at all.
Misery's long, but short's my stay
Before to dust I've blown away,
So while within me life-blood flows
Befriend the lad we neither chose.
15
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PAUL BATES

The Descent
THE DESCENT was originally written as part of a trilogy en
titled "View from the Mountain." It now stands alone. The title of
the piece refers to both the action in the tale, and its relationship to
the whole "View"
The division of the self into three interdependent beings has al
ready confused several readers. It is on the relationship between these
characters that the piece rests. I would like to warn the reader that
he is entering the surreal world, where each minute of a dull hour is
relevant, and where suicide means more than physical self-destruction.
P.B.
I
"... A ritual? But that sort of thing just isn't done."
That much I heard. The train was moving slowly when I stepped
aboard; and when I entered the first compartment (that reeked of
fish). I heard a very pompus-looking woman of forty inform an unin
terested young woman on her (and my) right that some ritual — the
identity of which I never discovered — just wasn't performed. And
it disturbed me. Her son, a boy of no more than ten years, though
compelled to hear his mother's voice, took no notice of the statement,
preferring to spend that second scrutinizing me boldly, then returning
his glance shyly to his shoes. And the train suddenly lurched forward.
I am, among other things, an observer. I pride myself on my pow
ers of observation, and my infallible memory. Right now I am sitting
in this foul compartment with a young woman sleeping by my side,
her head softly on my shoulder, and her hair resting on my jacket
front. At times such as this, when there is little new to observe, I di
gest the day's observations. Fortunately, I am almost completely im
partial. 11 is not my role to draw the conclusions. When I boarded the
train this evening, I picked a coach at random, and once aboard, I
chose a compartment by the same method. I was wide awake; nothing
escaped my notice.
17

I stumbled about the entrance way, balancing myself on the
glass door. The five faces in the compartment met my stare. They
did not welcome me, nor did they seem to wish me gone: they formed
a mute screen of curiosity that vanished as soon as each felt the pangs
of self-consciousness. Almost on cue, they all lowered their eyes. The
two women sat with the child between them on my right; two men sat
on my left. The women, at least, soon realized that I would not sit
on their side of the compartment, thus being no threat to their com
fort. The elder woman mumbled something else about rituals, got no
response from anyone; and all silently acknowledged that the conver
sation had ended. The boy surveyed his shoes, and rolled a captive
ant between his fingers, until it looked like spilled bits of tobacco
from a cigarette end. On the other side of the compartment, two men
one about sixty, a fisherman; one just over twenty — moved to
either side of the seat, making room for me between them. The fisher
man studied me several seconds, then when bored, smiled and raised
a dirty yellow newspaper from his lap. While he fumbled through the
pages, the young man shot me the briefest possible look, and returned
to his own thoughts. I was now accepted by the other members of the
compartment. I closed the transparent door and sat down.
Following the sigh of the cushion as I sat, the compartment be
came silent for ten or so minutes. The young man on my left never
once shifted his position in the seat; he never changed the expression
on his face; he never revealed any emotion. He wore an inexpensive
blue suit too large for him, unpressed, but clean. His hands were pink
and held nothing, although they lay across the seat, palms upward,
appearing to support some invisible weight. His face gave no clue to
the activities of his mind. He alone appeared at home in the compart
ment.
The young woman sat facing the young man. Her dress was cut
quite low in front, exposing much of her lovely white breasts. She had
a good figure, and the dress fit her well. She wore just enough make-up
to make me wonder whether the reds and oranges in her face were
her natural color, or simply purchased. I found her attractive. We
exchanged smiles, but I could not help thinking the young man should
begin the conversation, so I said nothing. She covered her mouth
with a slender hand and coughed.
The elder woman was admiring her son. I later learned he was
her only child, which, she said, was why we should excuse her pamper
ing him. She would attempt the impossible for him. She spent that
ten minutes toying with the child and his clothes. She straightened
18

his shirt collar, tried to brush a stain from his jacket lapel, and —
when she noticed my watching her — puckered her lips like a fish,
smiled, beaming: look what I made. I grinned. Odious woman. Hid
ing her overweight body in a maximum length corset, and a well
tailored woman's suit, she busied her pudgy little hands — with their
flaming red nails, extended like ten daggers — adjusting her son's
clothes, her own clothes, and applying a dab more make-up every
quarter hour.
Her son objected violently to having his garments straightened,
but nonetheless grudgingly yielded. He was more interested in seeing
how many more ants he could find, then seeing his appearance im
proved. His face was that of his mother's, less the wrinkles. He
scowled. Then a look of intense interest appeared on his face as he
picked up little bits and pieces of things from the floor and seat of the
compartment. He seemed to forget his mother's presence from time
to time, reaching in all directions with his scrubbed and finely mani
cured hands.
The fisherman occasionally nodded his head to the rhythm of the
noise outside. A stupid expression about his face, he read his paper,
forming each word on his lips and tongue. Preoccupied with the sports
section, his eyes would wander from time to time and pounce upon
the comic section (on the adjacent page) when reading became too
difficult. He read and reread with intense concern those comic strips
designed to maked the reader laugh, and when he finally understood
the joke, he made noises like a seal, barking with both amusement and
pride that he, too, had a sense of humor like everyone else. The melo
dramatic comic strips were treated like world news (that he even
looked at that portion of the paper is doubtful), read with interest
and relish, the pictures scanned carefully, so that each detail might
be memorized for a moment or two.
The interplay between the grunts of the engine and the grinding
of the wheels on the steel tracks were deafening and served to main
tain that first ten minutes of silence within the compartment. It was
night, and the track was not illuminated. The speed of the train could
not be judged by staring blankly out the window, for the reflection of
what was within, and darkness without, was all that one could see.
It was the fisherman who spoke first.
"Quite a night," he began, looking first at the mother and child,
then at his reflection on the window. He continued his sweep of the
(ompartment glancing briefly at both the young man and me. He
looked at the young woman with fatherly love in his eyes.
19

"Yes, it certainly is. Isn't it?" the elder woman responded. She
agreed with him, then asked her son to agree with her. The boy played
noiselessly with his suspender button. "I just commented on that my
self, not ten minutes ago," she continued. The young woman smiled
and nodded. "Yes, to this young lady." More smiles and nods every
where. Only the boy and the young man seemed left out of his com
munication.
"Tomorrow will be a good morning for fishing."
"Oh, you're a fisherman?'"
The odor of fish, lingering in the air for the entire trip thus far,
became momentarily unbearable. I had not noticed it since I entered
the compartment. The word "fisherman" seemed to remind me to
smell the fish again, and I did. I looked around the compartment for
the source. There was only one parcel on the luggage rack, a brown
packet above the fisherman's head. Splendid, I thought, an all night
train trip with a packet of dead fish; what more could I want? I had
to laugh to myself but I must have smiled also, because the girl chose
that moment to look at me, and she smiled, too. The elder woman
smiled at the fisherman. He gave another quick glance about the com
partment, saw that a majority of the adult faces were smiling, and
nodded affirmatively, revealing a mouth full of brown tobacco-stained
teeth. The smell of fish again became bearable as the fish themselves
were forgotten for the smiles.
There was an air of tension about the compartment. Everyone
seemed to notice it. The girl was the first to comprehend its source.
Somehow I felt close to the young man, but there was some missing
element that divided us. I smiled at the girl again. She saw my smile,
the young man s indifference, the fisherman's simplicity, the other
woman s pompus airs — and began concentrating on me. These simple
actions all took place in a matter of seconds.
The noise of the train made loud voices an essential part of any
conversation. The elder woman, anxious to maintain the conversation,
but unaccustomed to raising her voice, began shouting.
How lovely. A fisherman. That's wonderful. It must be an un
usual life."
Ya might say that, yes. An unusual life. I never thought of it
like that."
"I'm a widow."
This shocked the young woman. Because of her shouting, the
widow s simple declaration of circumstance sounded more like a proc
lamation of her profession.
20

"Are ya now? Well, I'm mighty sorry to hear that."
The fisherman squirmed in his seat. He was too polite to change
the subject; too kind hearted to remain untouched by this confession,
and to curious to discontinue the discussion altogether.
The young man ignored everything. He had not moved once since
the trip began. His arms limp on the seat, his legs tucked beneath it,
his head tilted slightly back, he sat staring at nobody and nothing,
with an unforgetable fixed gaze. The girl had once tried to attract his
attention by pulling her skirt, apparently accidently, above her knee.
The widow and I were the only ones to notice this. The widow
frowned, gazing upon the well shaped white leg, and then spying my
interest, gave the compartment one of her fish smiles.
"Yes, I'm a widow," she said, smiling.
The conversation continued. First the widow, then the fisherman,
spoke about some aspect of their lives. A simple irrelevant detail from
the fisherman was exchanged for a tragic occurance, well borne, by
the widow. The child was unfamiliar with this sort of conversation,
and soon —in spite of his mother's harassing him (every now and
conthen telling him to "smile nicely for the nice fisherman )
tinued picking up the many bits and dabs of paper, bottle caps, and
cigarette ends lying about the room, dropping some, pocketing most
in an unassorted collection. The girl and I smiled at each other, and
looked at the widow and the fisherman with diminishing interest, but
understandingly.
I had not yet spoken to the girl. Above the chugging of the train
the widow could be heard talking about a stillborn child. "Such a
tragedy to be conceived to die," she said with a sigh, followed by her
patent smile. The smell of fish had gotten worse, and the harmonic
grinding about us did little to stimulate conversation. Eventually the
widow and the fisherman gave up their almanac of pointless anec
dotes. I took my eyes from the young girl and glanced about the com
partment. The child fell asleep in his seat, with his head against the
wall by the door. The widow, appearing as motherly as possible, took
his head and put it in her lap, waking the child. He mumbled something, transforming her into a grinning fish again, and went back to
sleep. His body looked deformed twisted about the seat. The fis er
man was back in his newspaper, tasting each word before spitting it
out. I turned to the girl, to speak, and discovered she was asleep.
The noise of the train was so well intrenched in my mind, that I
no longer noticed it. This second silence frightened me. I had never
been in a situation like this before. Absolutely nothing was happen21

ing. I was trying to participate, even in this nothing. I wanted to
speak. I wanted to befriend the girl. I wanted to understand the
young man beside me. The others did not really count. Something
was missing. The girl had noticed this too, I read it in her face. The
macabre reflection of life in the compartment on the window and door,
the drawn faces about me, and the stench of fish frightened me. I
could not remember ever being alone like this before. I waited for
someone to speak.
It was the fisherman, again, who broke the silence. Half stand
ing, half leaning against the seat, he woke me from my contemplation.
Reaching into the luggage rack for the fish, his open jacket hit me
across the cheek. The coarse material caused a momentary sting, and
I covered my face with my hands. I lowered them immediately. The
tram seemed to stumble, waking the others up. The fisherman was
unaware that his jacket had struck me, and he removed his parcel
from the luggage rack. I assumed his was the next stop, although the
train had moved well inland, and he had mentioned fishing tomorrow.
He clasped the brown parcel in his stained hands, and sat down.
The stench caused my stomach to churn. He was obviously proud of
his catch. He began unwrapping the package. I gathered he had been
waiting for someone to question him about it, and was now going to
tell us every little irrelevant detail about these lifeless creatures, that
caused the entire compartment to reek. Noticing that I took an inter
est in w at he was doing, he smiled — again revealing the tobacco
stained teeth — and addressed me.
Ever seen such beauties?"
"No. No, I guess that I can't honestly say that I have."
I was not even aware that I had just spoken to someone in the
( °™Pfrtm^nt for the first
t,me- I was mad because my cheek hurt. I
f
mhaling the fish odor. I was curious. Without thinking, I
reacted. I attempted to humor the man, but apparently I failed, for
he continued his well rehearsed dissertation.
"I spend my life catching these animals. Just look at those
colors.
I looked. It's true, there were many bold shades of green, purple,
orange and blue, in the shiney silver bodies. But most of it was re
flected light, I thought, and the odor of these bodies distracted from
whatever beauty they might once have had. The fisherman noticed
neither the odor nor any attitude toward it.
"You look good at these fine lines of color," he continued, running
his dirty fingers across the cold bodies.
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By this time the entire compartment except the strange young
man was watching the fisherman expounding upon his catch. And he
began addressing all, not only me.
"Every color —every natural color—" he corrected himself, "is
on these beautiful fish. It makes a man feel himself alive to gather
these children from the sea." His eyes glistened, and his brownish
tongue licked his lips. He paused.
These children from the sea, I repeated to myself, suppressing a
laugh. This old fool truly believes he is being poetic, and that he has
found The Way of Life. I listened with intense curiosity.
"Oh, really?" the widow added.
Ignoring her, the fisherman began again, "These fish was meant
to feed the people of the world. But more than that even more
than that — they was meant to bring happiness to those who caught
them." He seemed to regret something he had said, and rather than
correcting himself, he began passing a fish around the room. It slip
ped from his grip and landed in my cupped hands. "These fish is the
truest beauty. Useful, and spendid to look at, they fill the belly and
cleanse the soul."
This one he'll never explain — I told myself, correctly. The man
had, over a period of many years, developed a philosophy to ration
alize — and even more than that — to bring pleasure to his simple
way of life. And now, through his limited vocabulary, he was trying,
unsuccessfully, to make us share his enthusiasm, his love, and his
experiences as a fisherman; His good intentions were choking him.
He became red and flustered, and stopped talking altogether.
I felt strangely. I was in the midst of everything. I had never
been forced to react like this before. I offered the young man the fish.
He did not even look my direction, suddenly I hated him. He was
placing too much responsibility upon me. I don't know why I felt this
way. I wasn't sure of anything. Emotions that were not mine were
making observations difficult. I wanted to spare the girl the discom
fort of handling the reeking slimy body, but she smiled understand
ing^, and reached for the fish. She wanted to be part of the group,
and not hurt the old man's feelings. The smell was more intense to
her, for she left the compartment to vomit as soon as the widow
took the fish. But she kept right on smiling, beautifully, all the while
she sat with the rest of us. I wanted to help her. I wanted to react
naturally. But all my reactions seemed so unnatural.
The widow made an attempt to adjust her son's pants when it
was her turn to hold the body, but eventually she capitulated and
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accepted the fish, holding it at arm's length, grasping it with her
nails. She tore holes in the silver skin, revealing a sickly looking
cream-colored meat below the surface. Attempting to spare the boy
— because of his age, she said — she handed it across the aisle to the
fisherman. But the child reached for it. Unable to hold the slippery
fish firmly in his small hands, he dropped it on the floor. The fisher
man winced as it landed, sounding like an ocean's wave smashing the
rotten hull of an abandoned ship. The boy picked it up, wiped it off as
best he could, and handed it back to its owner, who looked very hurt.
The widow began apologizing. Everyone could see the fisherman had
retained the second fish in his lap, so no one really felt very sorry
about the mishap.
I looked at the second fish, and then at the young man. His
hands were still pink, with their palms supporting that invisible
weight. No slime on them. He could have been a corpse placed next
to me, and I would not have known the difference. His eyes never
blinked, his face never twitched, and his body never shifted once, that
I can remember. I could no more hate him than the dead fish.
As soon as the girl returned from the toilet, one by one — first
the widow, then the child, and lastly myself — we washed the slime
from our hands. "The stench of the vomit in the toilet was worse than
that fish," the widow told me when we passed in the corridor. I
frowned.
The fisherman was asleep when I reentered the compartment.
The girl, the widow, and the child soon fell asleep also. Only the
young man and myself remained awake. Another silence, and hours
passed. The child slept on the woman. The fisherman slept with the
fish on his lap. The girl rested her body against the wall and window.
The young man sat firmly in his huddled position, and, as usual, never
moved. And in fifteen or so minutes, I, too, fell asleep.
II
A train leaves a station early in the evening. The engine is old,
so the trip begins with several jerks. In some compartments, light par
cels fall off luggage racks. In others, people are thrown about. The
wheels grinding on the tracks, and the.roaring fire in the engine create
a metallic lullaby that makes most of these people forget the injus
tice done to them: no one feels that he should be the one to fall in the
jerking train. Few remember this. The train goes faster, and the noise
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is no longer noticeable to most of the passengers. It becomes part of
them. The train moves inland, and the sun sets before it.
The train is quite crowded. Most of the compartments are full, all
remain silent. Passengers sit with friends or relatives wherever pos
sible, and stare at one another. In one compartment, a young man sits
with his feet beneath the seat and his hands open at his sides. He
knows that he was the first person in the compartment, and the other
four are intruders. A second young man opens the glass door, stum
bles as the train starts, and sits down next to him. His hostility in
creases. Not only has his privacy been disturbed, but now his com
fort is being attacked. He glares at the new intruder, and resolves not
to befriend him.
The young man keeps to himself. The others do not know what
to make of him. At first it arouses curiosity, then sympathy, and
finally indifference, mingled with contempt. But he refuses to partici
pate in anything the others might start.
He sees people around him force conversation; a widow fondle
her child; a girl his own age raise her skirt for his benefit; a fisher
man lecture on the beauty of dead fish; a child gather scraps of paper
for his own amusement; a fish change hands and fall on the floor; and
the other young man struggle to fill both their roles. He senses some
thing is wrong; he almost feels responsible. He does nothing. He sees
all sleep, and he remains awake. At the first stop, he sees the widow
rise to leave, holding her son's hand. The boy does not want to leave
for he is tired, and lingers just long enough to let the fisherman walk
from the compartment between himself and his mother, still holding
hands. He hears the widow's voice when she begins babbling about sea
food to the fisherman when they leave the train and disappear..
He smells fish. Because he has not participated, he does not
really know why. The train begins to move, and a thud is heard in the
corridor. A child's crying, and a consoling voice pass by the compart
ment door. He sees the young man beside him struggle with himself
and finally move across the aisle to sit beside the girl. They are both
smiling. The young man offers her a cigarette and they smoke to
gether. They no longer take notice of him. The fish smell becomes
stronger. He wants to move. He wants to smoke with the girl. He
wants to destroy the intruder. But he can do nothing, for he is no
longer on the train.
He stands still and watches the train become part of the black
ness about him. With it go light and the track. It is much too late to
be sorry, or to change the situation. He refuses to move until his eyes
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adjust themselves to the night.
He walks. Now and then he stumbles over a root or a rock. Each
step and stumble has an identity of its own, that he recognizes as he
steps and stumbles, and forgets in the next moment, on the next step.
The ground beneath him is sandy. He knows he is on some desert. The
sand itself is nothing remarkable. What might have once been a single
large rock, is now many small ones. Here and there something at
tempts to grow through the ocean of sand with varying degrees of
success. The roots have little trouble taking hold, but the portion ex
posed to the blazing sun by daylight, and night animals by darkness,
is usually parched or eaten or both. He is frightened and is amused
by whatever comes into his mind. He finds the sand amusing and
keeps walking.
How he arrived on this desert is of little importance to him. At
first it startles him, but no longer. He wants to know why he is here.
He wants to be able to rationalize his presence here. And he wants
someone to ask him for an explanation that he hopes he will be ready
to give. He must know what the desert is. He must discover his own
purpose. Then, to insure the correctness of his conclusions, he must be
able to argue it. He must find someone to argue with. He must find
someone.
While occupied with thoughts of purpose, he fails to notice the
element of brightness on the horizon. First a slight illumination of the
night, then a lone speck of light, and then a well lit fortress, com
pleted many centuries ago. It's architectural design is one of an old
war-like race which inhabited the area many years ago. They had
destroyed all that came before them, and in their brief period of tri
umph and domination, they chose the best from all they had con
quered, added a touch of their own culture, and produced the most
exquisite civilization that had ever inhabited the earth. In this period,
however, they became overly sure of themselves, and overly lenient
with the conquered peoples, thinking: since they had accumulated the
best of everything known, no one would want to destroy them and
their splendor. In less than three generations after their tremendous
conquest, they themselves were destroyed by the captive peoples
throughout their empire, and their culture ground into the sand. The
race, for the most part, perished at the hands of these avengers, who,
in turn, in the confusion and anger, rebuilt nothing, and remained in
the same roving war-like state since their victory. This one isolated
fortress was never taken in the fighting, and eventually succumbed to
the sand storms, and neglect. But through the grass growing in its
26

turrets, and the tile chipped from the walls, the ancient splendor
shown as in centuries before. A careful eye and a vivid imagination
could instantly reconstruct the original building.
His eyes are on the ground directly before him as he stumbles
along the sand. He is not aware of the fortress until the immense
structure stands directly before hime, and he cannot help but notice
it. And suddenly, for him, nothing else exists but this fortress — with
its one wall caved in, its inaccessible towers, and its lights — which
seem to have sprung up from nowhere, like the many roots and
stones that constantly try to trip him. Instantly he visualizes its crea
tion, and its original magnificance. Because of the lights, he senses
someone else is in the desert with him.
Someone else. He is no longer sure he wants to confront anyone.
He realizes he is now the intruder. He may not be welcomed. And he
is still afraid. He must defend himself, both verbally and physically.
He blindly places his hand into the sand and removes a large rock
from it. This will be his weapon.
Inside the fortress sits the heir to the fabulous empire of the ex
tinct people. His empire is now a barren waste, containing many primative tribes and a railway track. He occupies the old fortress,
alone. One by one the servants left or died — in each case they be
came the property of the surrounding sands — leaving him as master,
servant, landlord, and tenant of this slowly crumbling mansion.
One sits on the inside, taking his time deciding which role he
will next assume; the other circles the grounds, attempting to avoid
a hasty decision while madly pondering where and how to enter the
main chamber. The first senses he is being stalked and waits with
folded hands; the second wonders if he has been seen entering the
illuminated court yard, and quickly enters the first doorway he finds
to avoid being observed. He moves down a corridor and into a lit
room. And the two suddenly find themselves confronted by one
another.
"You are here alone."
"No. You are here."
"That won't help you."
"I wouldn't be sure of that."
The intruder grimaces because he can neither understand nor
answer this statement. He hides his stone behind his back, passing it
from hand to hand. One hand, then the other becomes visible, then
is hidden, taking possession of the weapon.
"You have no choice," he finally replies.
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A brief silence follows between the two.
"You are not a surface thinker," the intruder continues.
"No more than you are."
"This fortress belongs to you, and you alone."
"No. You are mistaken. It has fallen into my possession. It may
have, just as easily, fallen into your hands. It may yet still."
"I would not accept it."
"Let me finish. I had no choice — don't accept this as an ex
cuse, because it is not. I am confronted with a great responsibility,
much greater than yours. Greater than the one you are assuming,
anyway."
"Don't tell me about my responsibilities. That is not your func
tion. Others constantly remind me of these obligations. They fail to
recognize that my greatest obligation is to myself. Not to them, nor
to what I can do for that omnipotent group they call 'us'."
"Aha. You have said it. How do you fulfill your obligation to
yourself? You don't. You are so preoccupied with the obligation, that
you make no effort to accomplish your own self-admitted role."
"And you? You are so preoccupied with fulfilling the role that
you fail to remember the significance. Are you not?"
A second pause, more dramatic than the first.
"What about the man on the train?"
"Which one?"
"Already you appear frightened. You know which one. The one
you left on the train. Did you not fail to fulfill your obligation to
him, and to yourself with regard to him? You made no attempt to
confirm his existence in the compartment. He attempted — no mat
ter the smallness of the scale or the intentions behind the effort — to
communicate with you. That was your position. You should have
questioned him."
"You have not answered my question, but never mind. I have
come with one purpose and you shall not distract me from it. And
what about this man? He thought only in terms of himself, and of
relationships within the compartment. It was none of his business."
You are wrong. It was exactly his business. Just as it was yours
to question him, and not to question me. He was also assuming as
much of your role as he possibly could. But never mind now, as you
say."
"Do you wish to anger me intentionally? I have tried to be ra
tional with you, but I am finding out that you only respond with
irrational nonanswers to my questions. Now answer me directly."
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And with these words he reveals the stone. The other lets his eyes
fall upon it, but if its presence worries him, he gives no sign of it.
"Do ycu understand? Answer me directly! Are you not a descendant
from those who created this high monstrosity?"
"Yes I am. And so are you. If you want to know the truth. .
"That is exactly what I want! And I am going to squeeze it from
you. No more of your tricks. Another question. Did not many men
build this structure?"
"Yes."
"And were not many of them slaves?"
"Yes."
"And did not many of them die before its completion?"
"Many, many, many; yes."
"And did not all but your ancestors receive nothing for their
labors?"
"I cannot answer that. But let us assume you are correct."
"And has it not decayed since its original creation? You needn't
answer that. Every fool can see that it has."
"But it hasn't."
"What? Do you think I'm blind?"
"All the original materials are still here, and some new have
been accumulated, including many forms of plant life. The servants
— also my ancestors, and yours — have either died or deserted the
fortress. So while the material remains, it is allowed to assume what
ever form it pleases."
"Words!" But, you have said something that haunts me. I do not
know what it is. But I will ignore it. You must be destroyed. You are
from a long line of mass murderers. You think you have triumphed.
Your servants are no more. Well, now you are no more."
He advances, the rock — a piece of the fortress: the haunting
factor he cannot identify — in his hands, above his head. The last
statement of the seated man continues to haunt him. He realizes
that he must act now, or he will never again be able to retaliate to
his adversary's arguments. He falters slightly.
"Sit down." he is told, and he sits. He is so close to the other
that their knees touch and their breath is the same. Both are sweat
ing profusely.
"Why do you brandish that stone? I have learned never to take
part in unnecessary violence,"* the other continues with utmost
honesty.
The two men watch each other intensely. The intruder begins
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to realize that this is an much his home as anyone's, perhaps even
more so. He sets the stone down near their feet. It is strange, he
thinks, this actor somehow placed before me makes much sense. He
leans back. The other sits forward. The intruder again attempts his
intense aloofness. It worked on the train, he reminds himself. There
is nothing to fear; there is no one to hate: he repeats over and over.
From the corner of his eye — staring at nothing and nobody — he
sees the other pick up the stone and fondle it with curiosity. He
closes his eyes. He hears the wind outside and grains of sand hit and
bounce off the fortress. He wants to vanish. No sensations. He
squeezes his closed eyes tighter. His last sensation is the awareness
of the sound of an ocean's wave smashing the rotten hull of an aban
doned ship at the side of his head, and he slithers from the chair to the
stone floor; he is unaware that he has just been displaced.
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MICHAEL R. SCADRON

Images

i
In these dark waters,
standing still at dusk
I dreamed of battles
in silent mid-night
II
Towering monsters of the forest,
Omnipresent, you are there;
your song is heard,
but you are never seen.
Ill
Tired
we waited and
watched the snow
make itself a hat
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GARD HAZEN

The Sixth Hour

The flag didn't fly.
There was no luffing billow,
Only night.
I passed, not seeing.
Then a rush and the wind.
A noise not of fiber against metal,
A regular sharp pounding of point against point.
And he walked slowly,
For the tripod hung on his shoulder,
The hind leg dragging,
As he pained on towards the hill.
A regular sharp pounding of point against point
Each rush sunk the spike an inch more.
The tripod embraced him as it reared on its hind leg,
And there was a darkness over all the earth until
The ninth hour.
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JAMES M. GRANDILLO

The Contented One
John Morton wiped his hand on the hem of his nightshirt, for the
brass doorknob left an unpleasant smell on his palm. He looked out
the window and saw how dark it was, and he saw moonbeams spilling
over the sill and onto the floor and decided it couldn't be much darker
no matter where you were.
His bare feet moved like a blind man's as he padded in the dark
ness toward the old and musty mattress that had been his bed so
many years. Two pillows lay at the head of the bed; one, his own, was
rumpled and gray; the other, white and smooth. He looked down at
them and thought of Margaret and decided that no other frame but
that soft white one could ever be worthy of holding so pure and deli
cate a thing.
Where was Meg now, he wondered, could things have been too
hard for her here? "I did try," muttered John Morton, "as best I
could. Th' lan' coulda' been worked inta shape soon, th' farm woulda'
made good any time now — why couldn't she a waited?"
John Morton felt very warm. He rose and went to the window
and opened it slowly, but now no wind was blowing, and he knew his
room would be musty for still a little longer. He looked back at the
bed.
"'T werent't me. Soil's alius been too sour, th' sun too hot, th'
ram too slow comin'. I did all I could. Still it's all I can do, but it
not working ain'tmyfault. Jus' damn fool luck, is all. Never wanted
this place 't all." He stopped for a moment to listen for crickets,
thought he heard one — but he didn't, and a cloud passed under the
moon and the room was darker.
The bed creaked loudly as John Morton sat on it. "T' feed her,
mebbe? T' feed kids? Na, 'Be too much work' she alius said. Wanted
em, I did. No work fer me, damn sure. Yellin' alia time, 'bout this 'n
that. Couldn' unwind fer a week, she'd toss a fit a hers. Never got a
thing done, was 'Mend the latch' er 'Fix the curtains' er some such
Alius wanted gmgum er furn'ture er clothes. Never once me, er what
twas 1 wanted, was alius herself, and 'Do I look pretty today' an
1 must git me a new chapoe,' puttin' on airs like she .was from parisrance er Salt Lake City. So she goes off. Who cares? Jus' me 'n Sam
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now; ain't no need fer nobody else. We git along jus' fine, th' two of
us."
He stopped talking to himself for a moment, to wipe away the
hot tears that were in his eyes; and it was now that he realized just
how much he still loved his wife.
He whimpered softly into the palms of his hands. His dog nuzzled
at his knee, and he looked up and rubbed at his eyes. John Morton s
face widened into a grin, and he cuffed Sam playfully with his hand.
Sam jumped onto the bed, licking John Morton's face and mingling
saliva into the salty remnants of tears. John Morton grabbed Sam s
fur on both sides of his neck and pulled the animal close to him,
laughing and talking like a child all the while. "Good dog,' he said,
"Papa's gonna' git you a nice bone, an' tomorrow we'll both go out
an' shoot us a few squirrels an' we'll have us some stew and mebbe
we'll go inta town an' whoop it up 'till mornin.' And then we 11 come
back home an' milk a couple cows and Meg'll give us some hot apple
pie an' we'll eat an' sleep all th' day an' not do a thing. Then at
night we'll all sit down an' Meg'll play th' piana an' we'll sing songs
an' laugh 'till real late. Oh, we're gonna' have us some real times, th'
three of us. Listen, son, harvest comes pretty soon, when croppin's
done what say th' both of us go inta town an' git roarin' drunk? It 11
be yer first taste a' whiskey! Na, don' worry, Ma won' say anythin .
Who's th' boss 'round here anyway her or me?"
Sam stared at his master like all dogs do, with that incredulous
expression on their faces and dried phlegm in the corners of their
eyes. It was good, thought John Morton, to be in such a dark place,
a place that never had any light at all, and still know you had people
that loved and depended on you.
With the thin blanket drawn tightly under his arms, John Mor
ton turned his head to the empty pillow beside him. "Ah, Meg, he
said, "you woulda' been in love with th' place now. Th' well s got
water again — yap, foun' another spring jus' ten feet down. Cows all
givin' close to two an' a half quarts every day; crop this year's th
best since we been here. Not man men I know woulda' worked as
long as I did, spent so much money, improved th' farm, an still made
sure he had somethin' left so's he could deck out his woman like
she's th' finest creature in th' world. An' ya' know what? — ya are,
Meg, ya' are."
As he spoke John Morton looked out the window and saw where
his barn used to be. He saw the small paddock where last year his
only cow had died from cholera. He looked out across the parched
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fields and noticed how prettily the moon shone off the shriveled stalks
of corn and the dying tomato vines. He saw the well that every day
he drew bucketsful of sand from in the hope that someday a new
spring might rise to the surface of its own accord. He saw miles and
miles in every direction that no human being save himself had ever
known. He saw the town ten days distant by horseback and wondered
why everyone had left when the mine was played out. He looked out
the window and saw all the things he had in the world.
John Morton touched the empty pillow beside him and whis
pered, Ya see, Meg, ya' see how lucky we are?"

Banquet
Nights are foggy now
And reek with leftover humidity.
Morning serves chimera stewed
And garnished with yesterday's tragedies
That even now begin to show
Sky-blue mold on their northern side.
I've lost my appetite this fall,
This falling autumn of peanut-brittle leaves
And rhutabaga skies.
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CARL THAYLER

(for Virgil Aldrich)

The themes reoccur. The dancers join hands.
The meadow not wholly of Spring, but
holding here&there green shoots upright.
The dancers
move off
leaving
winter
underfoot.
Why do they dance? but for knowledge
that the ground
is not false, that
season
discards season
in the dance.
Men & animals peer out from behind doors.
Women light lamps in the windows.
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Contributors
W. H. WEBSTER, a senior, is the Editor of Hika. In May he will
receive his commission through AFROTC and hopes to be sta
tioned in Vietnam.
MICHAEL KIRCHBERGER, a sophomore, makes his debut in Hika.
EDWARD J. EDAHL, a Senior English Honors Candidate, is an Associate
Editor of Hika.
GARD HAZEN, is a freshman.
JOHN DENHAM SUTCLIFFE, is a sophomore as far as we are concerned.
JOHN MOFFITT, a sophomore, enjoys ping-pong as well as poetry.
PAUL BATES, unfortunately a sophomore, still paints and writes.
MICHAEL R. SCADRON, a freshman, seems to have momentarily forgot
ten his cynicism.
D. WILLIAM TEDDER, another freshman, writes.
CHRISTOPHER T. CONNELL, also a freshman, acts.
JAMES M. GRANDILLO, a sophomore, manages to escape the mircocosm
every weekend.
WILLIAM SCAR, studies art under Joe Slate.
CARL THAYLER, simply and affectionately expresses the regret Kenyon
has for the departure of Virgil Aldrich.
JOHN E. SCHOFIELD, former Editor of Reveille, returns to the field
of Kenyon publications.

WARREN M. IWASA, has recently resigned his position as an Associate
Editor. The Editor and the staff thank him for his substantial
contribution to Hika.
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